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Note..Much of Mrs. Mnsterson'* de¬

scription of the terrible suffering
along tlie Newfoundland coast lias
been delayed by the primitive means
of communication which exist in the
remote districts which she lias been
visiting, and by the effect of storm
npon the cable running; from Halt-
fax to the mainland. The hard-
whips of the journey, too, have made
it impossible for her to complete
some details. To a person neeus-

tomed to the comparatively mild
climate of New Yorlc tlie intense
cold of Winter in the far north can¬

not hat be almost paralyzing. She
has succeeded in sending enongh,
however, to show the truly awful
Mate of affairs which exists among
these unfortunate fishermen.

At the Fisheries North of St. John's on

the Newfoundland coast, via Halifax, N. S.,
Jan. 25..Dante's inferno of eternal ice and
drifted snow and sleet-laden blasts is here
upon this bleak Newfoundland shore. The
curse of famine and bitter want is over the
land, and, through the awful silence of in-
tensest Winter, death stalks, ice-crowned
and robed in glittering garments of snow.

Desolate, and seemingly as forgotten as a

bit of darkest Russia transplanted to our

continent, is this wave-washed coast.its
pine trees standing like giant tombs of
¦white, through which bitter winds from the
Atlantic chant a dirge of death.

It is a land of Arctic cold, for there Is
an almost constant downfall of frozen
flakes, through which one cannot see. The
ground is frozen and ice-coated; the snow

has drifted into huge hills, and makes
travel or work of any kind next thing to
an impossibility. The fishermen are starv¬
ing with their wives and little ones in their
miserable huts along the shores. Some
have died. Others are dying. All those
that live suffer the keenest agony through
privation and cold. There are no doctors
to minister to them, and wan-eyed women

and children crouch together, watching for
the grim spectre at the door.

I do not think that people throughout the
United States have even the faintest' idea
of the condition of things here. The great
charitable heart of the American nation,
and especialiy^-ef-Itew York's people, throbs
too warmly for suffering humanity to let
this siege of want and starvation con¬
tinue. America has sent the Red Cross ex¬

pedition to the aid of the suffering Ar¬
menians, and ships laden with grain went
across the ocean from New York two
years ago to famine-stricken Russia. Ev¬
ery disaster or cry for help has met with
a speedy and generous response. These poor
Newfoundlanders have been left to starve
and freeze apparently because of a gener¬
al inclination to stifle their wails.
The fact Is that the happy-go-lucky tem¬

perament of the fishermen has been taken
advantage of by their bondsmen, the mer¬
chants of St. John's, who do not pay for
the work of their men in money, but In a

trading system slmlar to that employed
with Indiana on the Western reservations.
The Indians, however, are supported by the
American Government, while the New¬
foundland fishermen toll hard for their
scant subsistence and that of their fami¬
lies.
Twice t year they come up to St. Johns

from the fishing colonies along the coast,
and the merchants for whom they work
dole out to them "supplies," which are
BUpposed to pay for their half year's work.
They are as truly slaves as were the ne¬

groes of the South, and they are white.
These rations consist of clothing, flour,

molasses and bacon. The fuel and the
flsh the men themselves provide, and in
this way they live. They do not handle
money. A dollar has no value in the eyes
of the Newfoundland fisherman borfl and
bred upon the coast.
He knows that in the Summer he must

fish, and that each Spring and Fall he can
go to town, and for nls flsh obtain "stores"
for the coming six months. He is un¬
worldly and arcadian in his simplicity aDd
his Ignorance of the power that money
fives. His wife keeps the house clean and
tidy for him. His children grow up about
him and live upon the fisheries as their
fathers did before them, and the dark sea
line that separates the ocean from the
sky makes the horizon of their lives.
These colonies of fishermen are dotted

along the entire coast of Newfoundland,
and to all of them this Winter lias brought
dire distress. Up toward the northern
coast, where there are many remote settle¬
ments, it Is a wonder that the people can
live at all during the Winter. For two
months no boat ever touches there and
no railroad train can reach them. Last
Winter the suffering of the Newfoundland
fishermen was intense, and despite the
efforts of iheir askmasters, the public got
news of the privation and want of these
poor ppople, hemmed in to starve in a
prison of Ice and cold. The charitable

people of Boston sent hundreds of barrels'
of flour to the destitute regions.
This year the suffering is even worse;

but repeated "denials" have been sent out
by Government officials who never saw the
fisheries. This is the first cry for aid from
this lonely, sea girt island, certainly the
coldest place within the reach of civiliza¬
tion, which has been permitted to go out.

St. John's has experienced a protracted
period of financial depression, dating from
a year ago, when a fire swept over the city
and, fanned by a fierce eastern gale, left
ashes and ruin in its wake. This was fol-
lowea by a panic, which resulted in the
collapse of two of the principal banks, and
the money stringency has been great. The
result has been that the usual stores of the
fishermen, although they have been hon¬
estly earned, have been refused to them.
While they had given their work from

the Spr'ug until Autumn was finished, they
were left to confront the cruel Winter
empty-handed, with wives and little ones

dependent on them. The Newfoundland-

cases real danger of death from freezing.
All this Is within easy reach of the hand
of charity, and it should be extended.

It was most pitiful. I could only think
with a shudder of the more remote set¬
tlements entirely Inaccessible by train or

sledge, where many poor helpless men,
women and children are suffering the tor¬
tures of the damned.

I had reached this place only in the face
of the most serious difficulties and dan*
gers. The journey by train from New
York to Halifax consumed nearly two days,
and there were two days more on the
ocean to St. John's, to which the steamer
had to plough through a sea of ice. Then
I came by train north until I reached a

point, beyond which I had to travel in a

sledge through bitter cold and a fierce
gale from the east.

I was warmly garbed and wrapped in
furs and buffalo robes. I Wore heavy rubber
boots with my snowshoes and fur gloves,
and yet I was cold. Many of the poor

find tbe sufferers brave and hopeful.
These hardy fishermen, despite their suf-
ferings, spoke reverently of tbe "Govern-
ment," and when I suggested that the
Government might do something to re-

lieve their suffering they looked at me as

though they thought the earth would open
and swallow me for such treason. They
are nearly all English-speaking people, but
hoarse-voiced and rough-spoken. The men
are big and brawny and much more com¬

fortably cl<ul than the women. Tbe lat¬
ter are bright-eyed, good-looking, clean and
tidy in their poor dresses.
In one cabin I found a sick baby and two

older children playing with a big shaggy
dog. The sick child lay in the bed which
served the whole family, with a bright-
bued Canadian blanket drawn over Its
wasted little form. The cabin was abso¬
lutely without ventilation, but its at¬
mosphere was like that of an icehouse.

The interior of a Newfoundland fisherman's Log Hut."We Have to Live Now Wholly on Dried Fish. Our flour Is All Gone. We
Cannot Get Wood for Fire.".Temperature 15 Decrees Below Zero.

(Drawn by a Journal staff artist from descriptions sent by cable and telegraph.)

era are by nature trustful. They accepted
promises and flue words Instead of flour,
molasses and clothing, and tried to make
the best of It. But the sharp sting of
Winter and the hungry eyes of their babies
are waking them from their good-natured
lethargy. They realize that they have been
defrauded, now, but they stand helpless,
tied hand and foot, to die like the herrings
frozen in the harbor.
From early morning to-day until now, late

at night, I spent my time among the huts
of the fishermen, and have found many >

cases of actual starvation and in soiuc-

women In the fishermen's huts which I vis¬
ited had only thin cotton garments, and
some of the cabins were entirely without
fire.

It Is hard to describe In words the scenes
In some of the houses. Many of them were
completely isolated and miles from any
other habitations. The snow which the
drivers and I passed over was unmarked
by any track of man or beast. As our
snowshoes creaked over the glazed crust
the sound was startlingly distinct, for the
quiet of the place is almost ghostly. When
the gales blow from the sea among the
pine trees the sound produced is a desolate
soughing that is indescribably mournful.
But over the treeless spaces the silence
hangs like a pall. You speak and cannot
hear your own voice. The words seem to
freeze In the air. The huts we visited
were all rudely built of pine logs, and
were of one story. About the exterior up¬
rooted pine trees of the smaller variety
were plied as a sort of barrier against the
snow and wind. Where the snow had
drifted or fallen thickly uppu these the
little cottages had the appearance of
EfO'limau huts, the snow walls being util¬
ized for warmth. From a few of these
smoke curled upward, but in many of them
there was 110 fire to smoke.
Whle the scei.es I witnessed were un¬

utterably miserable, I was surprised to

The bright eyes of the little one on the
bed, as well as its red cheeks, bespoke a
fever.
"Have yoi> no doctor here?" I asked the

mother.
"No," she said. "We doctor them our¬

selves. Oatmeal water I give Susie.
She'll be well in a couple of days."
"But can't you get wood enough for a

fire?"
"No. Kverything's covered with snow

and my husband got rheumatism and he
cau only stay indoors and^mend the nets.
This Winter is hard, but it won't last long,
and maybe the Governor at Saint John's
will do something to help us."
"Why don't you pack the spaces around

the M'indow with paper and rags?" I
asked her. "Don't you know that a great
deal of cold air gets in in that way, and
if it strikes that sick little girl it will kill
her?"

"Oh, my children are' all hardy," she
said, proudly. "My cqusln lost a child
through sickness a week ago, but If
the Winter wasn't so hard my Susie would
never have got sick."
.'What food do you have now?"
She colored slightly and said:
"We have to do with the dried fish alto¬

gether now. Our flour is all gone and the
potatoes nearly out. But early in the Win¬
ter we had two fine caribou that my man

at first; but wheD I went away she was
seized with frantic grief. At last she
seemed to realize her pitiful plight.
"Tell them to send us something!" she

cried. "Tell rheni to send us something!
killed her. Oh! Oh! Tfiey killed her.
They must'nt kill the others! Tell them
to send us something!"

I think that she believed that I came

from "the Government." Of New York she
had never heard. She knew that the Uni¬
ted States was away off south somewhere
where it is always warm and comfortable,
and where everybody is rich and happy,
but she did not realize that I came from
there. I do not dare attempt to reproduce
her quaint dialect by ;telegraph. Some one
of the three or four operators through
whose hands it must pass, would be sure
to garble It so that it would mean noth¬
ing when it reached you. But there was
no dialect in the wailing "Oh! Oh!"
which rang in my ears long after I had
left that tiny, miserable cabin. Mortal
misery has a language which is unmistak¬
able.

In the small cabin an old fisherman sat
smoking his pipe placidly while his wife
mended nets in one corner. They had
nothing in the house to eat, and no fire.
The old man was a Scotchman, and he
resented my questions with great dignity,
and shut his wife's mouth with scant

sick children I could draw few words of
complaint from them, though the faces
of many of the men were pinched and
drawn from lack of food. At one of the
cabins they Insisted on regarding me as
an emissary of war from America. Even
the children possess the buoyant charac¬
teristics of their parents, and nothing
but the actual sight of food would tempt
them from their thoroughly English re¬
serve.

Unfortunately, I could not stand the
extreme cold sufficiently well to complete
the investigations along the coast which
I had planned. There was no way of get-
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shot. I salted them down for the "Winter
and we thought we had enough to last us
until Spring. But oh. the children have
such appetites! and my cousin's husband
is shiftless and I had to help her and the
children."
This I found to be true when I visited

her cousin's house. The Newfoundlanders
are all related and at one fishery you will
find every one of the same name, frequent¬
ly through Intermarriage. They are very
generous with each other and share food
and candles and clothing, but money 'they
never handle.
The sublime confidence of the poor

mother I have written of was misplaced.
The Governor did not help her in time. Her
baby was not "hardy" after all. On my
way back I stopped to se her again.stop¬
ped just in time 'to try to help the little
one through the crisis of her fever. But I
was as useless as the Government had
been. The little one died.
Her mother took the new blow stoically

courtesy when she attempted to answer
me. "Huh!" he said, gruffly. "We're no

worse than we'll be next Winter. We
have to take the bad with the good, and
the Summer will soon be here."
"Wouldn't you like some bacon and

mea! and flour that I can send you?"
I asked. "And some pine logs that you
can burn there on the hearth?"
The woman's eyes brightened, but the

old man's brow grew dark and terrible.
"We have no fish to give for any such,"

he said, shortly, "and we ask no credit
of any man."
There's nerve for you! That old man

was hungry.cruelly hungry.
I found evidences of the most amazing

courage and grit in the huts. The endur¬
ance of these people seems to be some-

thiug marvellous, and the courage with
which they bear up against the cruel Cir¬
cumstances which oppress them is ex¬

tremely pathetic.
Except in the cases of mothers with

:lng warm, as there were few fires. Th«
ilr was so keen and piercing that It made
the nose and ears bleed, an-i the knowl¬
edge that I must travel several hundred
miles before I could cable my story made
aie hesitate to risk any further delay.
Heartsick with the suffering and hard¬

ships I had witnessed and almost frozen,
I left the fisheries of Newfoundland behind
me. That these people, so Intelligent,
brave, generous and loyal to their Gov¬
ernment, should be made to live under
such frightful conditions seems a most
cruel Injustice. The trading system will
keep them forever slaves, and the improvi¬
dence which is now one of their strongest
characteristics will become more marked
with each generation. Their sturdy hon¬
esty and courage in the face of misfor¬
tune. and their apparent ignorance of the
wrongs they are suffering, shows them no¬

ble hearted and incapable of smallness.
The Government at Halifax, which city I
visited before I came on to Newfound¬
land, seems strangely Indifferent to their
fate as a people. The Newfoundlanders
are a sort of shuttlecock tossed between
two opposing parties in a merry game of
politics.
Since the beginning of the present siege

of hardship among the poor fishers of
Newfoundland there has been a decided
effort made to cut off their communica¬
tion with the outside world. Newfound¬
land Is so far from the Nova Scotian penin¬
sula, and traffic is so Infrequent at this
season of the year, that little is heard
from the island except the turmoil of poli¬
tics with which it teems.
The fact that France owns fishing rights

on the Newfoundland coast, and levies a

bounty on the Government for all fish
caught In its territory, called forth many
a burst of indignant oratory from Halifax
residents wi om I spoke to, but the fact
that the fisherjnen and their wives and
children are sta t seemed of little con¬

sequence to tv ">ple.
One unusr lournalist at St.

t v * ventured tololu Ne
,

sent brief r

at the fish^rl o - press the ^m J
has called ft th a storm of 11

nial" published lu.the Halifax.
7h are the (iovcli ment gans.

One of the recent "denials," coming from
i man of title and high in power, is a

:hoice speclment of Dennis Kearneyism in
its language and expression. He chara>
terlzes the press representatives as "yelp-
ng curs," and even threatens the "lying,
infamous miscreants" with all sorts of dire
punishment. While at Halifax I was also
told that the Government would not sanc¬

tion any story of the Newfoundland trou¬

bles going out, and when I expressed my
determination to personally visit the re¬

mote fishers on the northern ccast, con.

slderable consternation was manifested.
One leading man at Halifax endeavored

to impress me with the fact that the New¬
foundland fishermen enjoyed every lux¬
ury. He insisted that stories ot destitution
at the fisheries were circulated by some
enemies of the Government, and when i
suggested thai the Government could eas¬

ily and conclusively disprove any such
calumnies bv a thorough investigation au<i
full publication of facts, he took tha
ground that the fishermen were them¬
selves responsible for their misfortunes.
"They are an idle and shiftless lot," he

exclaimed violently. "They are improvi¬
dent and do not look ahead for the Winter
time, when they cannot fish. They are
immoral and lazy and they drink rum in¬
stead of working.
"We take no interest in them here at

all." he went on. "Every year it is the
same story with them.want and destitu¬
tion and cold. They are an exaggerate
people, I tell you, and if they suiter they
magnify their sufferings four-fold."
This heartless view of the matter seemed

to be general in Halifax. If any mau
even dared to admit that the Newfound¬
landers were In want, he did so in a
frightened way, as though he dreaded soma
punishment. "Why, the Government has
denied it," some said, as though there could
be no appeal from this.not even the evi¬
dence of one's own eyes.
But there are plenty of fishing colonies

along the northern roast of tlie island
where the "Government" has never visited,
where a sledge and occupants are such a
rare occurrence that the people stand gat¬
ing lu open-eyed astonishment at the unac¬
customed sight, where the people are bom
and die knowing only that they must work
for their taskmasters for food and clothing
and that there is no redress if it be not
forthcoming. That they ure born and live
and die is of no import, apparently. That
they are cheated and allowed to perjsh
from want and hunger, unheard and un-

helped, within reach of the most charitable
nation in the world seems incredible. The
British flag floats over the citadel at Hali¬
fax, where a fund has been started for the
Armenian relief, but all along the New¬
foundland coast from the south to the
Labrador peninsula these Newfoundland
fishers are suffering and dying through the
long Winter. To what extent the rav¬
ages of want and exposure have gon»
could not be ascertained unless an or¬
ganized expedition with plenteous supplies
started to aid them. A race of marked
Individuality and intelligence, they seem
to have preserved a broadness and
Bturdiness of soul which has withstood
their environment as the rocks along the
shores of the island withstand the dashing
of the ocean, and with eyes loyal as the
dogs tied in their huts, they are bravely
facing the present awful conditions uuder
which they suffer. Who will be their d»-
livorer? KATE MASTERSON.


